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the flames played on his face without animating the »life-
less skin. Only his eyes burned with a moribund fire.
"Hadn't you better go into the shelter, Savely?" said
Yakov, bending over him.
"Why?" asked the sick man with an effort. 'Til stay
here—I haven't much longer to be with people."
He looked about him, and after a short pause said
with a wan smile, "It's good to be with you. When I
look at you I hope you will avenge those who have been
robbed and killed by greed."
No one answered him, and soon he fell asleep, his
head dropping lifelessly on his chest.
"Gomes and sits here and always talks about the same
thing: this terrible skin-game," said Rybin softly as he
watched him. "His whole soul's full of it. Can't see any-
thing else—as if it was pasted over his eyes."
"What else should he see?" said the mother thought-
fully. "If thousands of people are being killed by work
day after day so that their bosses can throw away money
on all kinds of nonsense, what else is there to see?"
"It's boring to listen to him," said Ignat. "If you hear
it once you can't forget it, but he keeps playing the
same tune over and over."
"Everything's crammed into this tune, all of life," ob-
served Rybin sombrely. "Got to understand that. I've
heard his story a dozen times, and even so I sometimes
have my doubts. There are good moments when you don't
want to believe people are rotten and stupid, when you
like everybody, rich and poor alike—the rich, too, have
been led astray! Some are blind from need, others blind
from greed. That's what! 'Ah, my good people!' you
think. 'My brothers all! Shake yourselves, think honestly,
think without sparing yourselves!' "
The sick man swayed, opened his eyes, and lay down
on the ground. Yakov silently got up and went into the
shelter, and soon he came back with a sheepskin which
he wrapped round his cousin; then he sat down next to
Sophia again.

